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The rattling of leather hitting steel; not necessarily a very distinct sound, but one 
Justin could pick up the moment it hit his ears. Shoes clanging against iron from the 
sounds of it. Oh yes, it didn’t take a genius to tell who was making the noise or why 
he was doing it in the first place. After all, if you were locked up in a cage and the 
only people who could let you out of said cage had suddenly tuned into giant coffins 
in front of your very own eyes... well... You wouldn’t exactly react all that well 
either. Now, if he were pretty much anywhere else in the world, maybe he’d react a 
little better, but the fact of the matter was he was trapped in twilight’s blue, no 
means of escape, no means of getting food or water or pissing anywhere that 
wasn’t his wall. Best he could do was sleep, and even then, would you sleep when 
you knew that it was only a matter of time before starvation or worse got you? 
Justin could only speak for himself of course, but he wasn’t sure he could do that. 
But then, this was the guy that got these... horrifying nightmares every night. 
Sleeping wasn’t exactly a cherished feat for him, even if he rather enjoyed a power 
nap here and there. It was a bit of a paradox in some sense he supposed. 


Justin took a deep breath, slowly walking down the halls, trying not to let the sound 
of his shoes tapping against the floor resonate through the halls. After all, that 
would only alert Adachi to his presence to the police office, and Justin... well Justin 
didn’t want anyone to know he was here. Hell he didn’t even want to be here. He 
knew this was stupid, he could feel in his gut he was making a huge mistake even 
acknowledging the man howling and screaming to try and get out. Maybe it was just 
guilt knowing that while everyone else was safe inside their coffins, this man was 
fully conscious and slowly dying from the lack of necessities needed for the body to 
function. Maybe part of him just wanted to take the opportunity to see him now that 
not a single cop could stop him. Maybe he was just having a hard time letting go, or 
accepting the facts of yesteryear. Maybe he was just an idiot. Yeah, that was 
probably about right. He was an idiot for coming here, that much was sure, and 
usually if you were an idiot some of the time you were an idiot all of the time; you 
just didn’t know it. In this case, it didn’t matter when or how much of an idiot Justin 
was, because in this particular instance he felt like the stupidest human being on 
the face of the planet; and that, he supposed was more relevant than anything he 
had done any other hour of any other day of any other week. This was his shining 
moment of stupidity. 


He casually leaned up against the wall as he made his way down the cell-block. So 

many coffins in so many cells. Like a jail inside of jail, ironically enough, only this jail 
was more like a release from what was going on around them, protecting them from 
the awful catastrophe that had gone down here. The jail outside of the jail was still a 


jail, as it stood, and that made it significantly worse than anything that could be 
going on in that coffin... Or so Justin assumed. He had never been in one as far as 
he knew, so he couldn't Say if it was a living hell in there or not. All he knew was no 
one remembered it, at least, from what Junpei told them all; he was gonna only 
hope that meant they were not conscious all that while. His shoulder pressed 
against the wall as he gradually, softly dragged himself closer and closer to the 
banging noise of Adachi trying to kick down the bars to his freedom. It was hard to 
tell if he did that normally or if it was just the circumstances causing him to freak 
out like a schizoid man, but Justin was gonna give him the benefit of the doubt and 
pity him for the position he found himself in. Eventually Justin was stopped in place 
by the sight of a hand darting out of some bars, as if to try and reach for something, 
perhaps keys? Justin didn’t know. All he knew was it scared the shit out of him. It 
took all the effort in the world not to let out a tiny gasp as his fingers snapped out 
from the bars like a tiger jumping at its prey. Hands placed against his mouth, Justin 
took another deep breath, trying to calm his heartbeat down. There was nothing to 
be afraid of, but again, he didn’t want to make any noise. He didn’t want to instill 
any false hope. 


Eventually Justin found himself creeping forward again. After all, he had found the 
right cell now, so he didn’t really need to walk far. The challenge though wasn’t just 
finding the right cell; it was finding the right cell and finding the sweet spot where 
Justin could see in but Adachi couldn’t see out. One would assume that if Justin 
could see him, then Adachi could see Justin by inverse, but of course that wasn’t 
always true, and shadows and cover often proved to be of great value when one 
wanted to spy on another. The sweet spot was certainly hard to find; after all, Justin 
only needed to overstep his boundaries once to get caught, and it was almost 
impossible to tell what Adachi could and couldn’t see. But he found it all the same. 
Carefully he gazed into the jail cell, like watching an animal in a cage. It was... hard 
to watch quite honestly. But what was harder to watch, Adachi freaking out in a jail 
cell trying to escape at his likely only chance of survival or the fact that he was in 
jail in the first place? Justin hated him now. He hated him with all his guts. He gave 
him his heart only to have it viciously torn out and ripped to shreds, how could he 
not? And yet, there was still part of him that felt pain when he did; like some kind of 
unwanted connection between them. It was the part that cared; because no matter 
how much he tried to kill it off, it just wouldn’t die. It was true that when someone 
betrayed your trust a little part of you died; alas, it seemed the part that died 
wasn’t the part that cared but rather the anger. Which was odd, because you would 
expect one to be furious after that. But not Justin. He felt nothing. Not bitterness, 
not remorse. He felt like an empty shell. 


Adachi paused for a moment, taking a couple of quick breaths and wiping some 
sweat from his hair. It was clear he had been kicking away at those bars for a while. 
In fact, he was starting to leave the slightest dent. Oh he was nowhere near close 
enough to destroying those things to get out, but he was in a position where he was 


making progress, and that encouraged him to keep going, even when it seemed 
impossible. It would be heartwarming if it weren’t so sad. Justin just watched for a 
while, arms folded. Oh sure he should be at home watching over Maya, probably 
giving her some food or something, but he couldn’t bring himself to leave. It was 
mesmerizing, but in the worst way possible. There was nothing enchanting about 
the image of a rat trying to claw out of his cage. Eventually though, like everything 
in nature, he ran out of steam, and his hand simply fell to the floor. He could reach 
out there to try and grab what was out of his reach all he wanted, he would never 
be able to extend his arm far enough to grab it. But what else could he do? Sit and 
wait and hope everything would work itself out? No, no. He’d like to. Really he 
would. He understood why he was here, and he was repentant for that. He was 
serving a punishment he knew he deserved. That wasn’t why he was trying to 
escape. This was about staying alive in a world that had literally gone to hell. 


He bit his bottom lip as he watched Adachi’s limp hand, fingers tapping the 
pavement every now and then as if Adachi was trying to ponder an alternative. Out 
of his reach, and always would be. Justin didn’t know what it was. He didn’t want to 
either. All he knew was Adachi wanted out, and that was enough to both melt 
Justin’s heart and set it on fire at the same time. After all he did, how dare he try to 
escape... and yet, he would have to be an idiot to stay here. Just like Justin was to 
come here in the first place. No... Seeing Adachi again was not therapeutic, it didn’t 
relieve any of the stress Justin carried in his heart all these years. He just wanted 
to... Rip something in half now. Like a person. A person that kind of looked like 
Adachi. He snorted a bit, letting the steam out of his nose. No, he wouldn’t do that. 
That was the easy way out, for both him and Adachi. It took no effort to give into 
one’s anger, but it took all the effort in the world to find another way around solving 
one’s problems. Granted, Justin more often than not fell into the first category; but 
that was beside the point. 


Justin eventually sighed before pressing his hand into his pocket. Part of him had 
been anticipating this and grabbed a can of tuna fish before he left. It had been 
there for a while, so Justin was sure to have some himself to make sure it was still 
edible. He was surprised it hadn’t gone bad yet; | guess tuna lasted a while. He 
raised the container to his eyes for a moment, checking the lid. It had one of those 
pop caps so Adachi wouldn’t exactly need a can opener to get this. With one last 
deep breath he crouched down and quickly rolled it to the bars. He didn’t stick 
around to see if it went in or if Adachi caught it or what. He just immediately darted 
off. No need to pretend he hadn't been there now. All he knew was he couldn’t stay 
here. He couldn’t look him in the eyes again. 


In his wake, he left nothing but a confused Adachi, wondering where the food had 
come from or who it had been he just heard running down the halls. But as 
confused as Adachi was, deep down in his heart, he knew just who had done this. 


